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One October night in London there was great 
excitement in a certain cozy kitchen. 

“Hurry, mum, hurry!” exclaimed Nanny the cook. 
“Look in the basket under the stove! The puppies 
have arrıved!” 


Roger and Anita Radcliff rushed into the kitchen. 
There, as close to the basket as they could get, were 
their two Dalmatian dogs, Pongo and Perdita. And 
in the basket were fifteen Dalmatian puppies! 


Eo “Oh, Pongo, theyre so precious" barked Perdita. 
“I couldn't be happier.” 


Pongo just sat there grinning and nodding his head. 


Suddenly there was a 
knock on the door. Anita 
answered it and a tall 
dark figure stepped in- 
side. It was Cruella De 
Vil, a strange woman 
who had recently become 
friendly with the Rad- 
cliffs. She looked around 


the cheerful room with 
searching eyes. 
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“I was hoping to see 
some playful puppies," 
she said slyly. 

“They're out in the 
kitchen,” Anita told her. 
Ho “They arrived tonight— 


fifteen of them!” 
“How wonderful!” 
Cruella exclaimed. 
Pongo and Perdita 
could hardly keep from 
| growling. They knew 


that Cruella was an evil 
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“But they’re white!” cried Cruella as she peered into 
the basket. “Where are their spots?” 

“It takes a few weeks before they appear,” answered 
Anita quietly. 


Cruella looked relieved. “In that case Pll buy them 
all” she said. “How much?” 


Anita was shocked! 
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And Roger, who 
had wished that 
Cruella would stop 
visiting them, said 
sharply, “You’re not 
getting them, Cruella 
— not even one! So 
you might as well go.” 

“Well!” shouted 
Cruella in a rage. 


“Then keep your old 
puppies!” 


Pongo and Perdita, 
who were listening 
anxiously, breathed a 
sigh of relief. 


By December the puppies had grown and had their 
spots. Every evening they gathered in front of the tele- 
vision set to watch their favorite hero—Thunderbolt, 


the Wonder Dog. 


“That Tunderbolt is sure a bwave dog,” Spotty 
would bark. 

“Yes, but our daddy is bwaver,” replied Lucky. 

“Hey, down in front!” snapped Tag. 

*Thats it, Tunderbolt!” yipped Prince. “Gwab that 


s ” 
> bad guy! 
P 4 
) e^ Then they all sighed together. *Aw, that's all for 
{f today—continued tomorrow.” 
of 


barked Perdita. 


3 *Off to bed now;" 


They were a happy 
family until one eve- 
ning when something 
terrible happened. 
Pongo and Perdita 
were taking a walk 
with Roger and 
Anita, and while they 


were away—two men, 
hired by Cruella De 
Vil, forced their way 
past Nanny into the 
house. 

“What do you 
want?” Nanny cried 
in fright. “What are 
you doing here?” 
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“Here’s what we 
want,” chuckled the 
men. They snatched 
up the basket of 
puppies before Nan- 


ny could stop them. 
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moment later 
they were escaping 
down the street and 
around the corner in 
their rickety truck. 

“Help! Police!” 
Nanny shouted fran- 
tically. 


The police did their best to locate the stolen puppies, 
but not a clue could they find. 

Christmas Eve was a sad time for Pongo and Perdita. 

“There is one thing we can still try,” Pongo said 
without much hope. “I will give the ‘twilight bark’ to 
let all dogs everywhere know that our puppies have 
been stolen.” 


On that snowy 
night, Pongo’s three 
loud barks and a long 
howl, which told of 
the missing puppies, 
was heard by a Great 
Dane some distance 


He relayed the message, 
with a booming voice, 
to a dog on a barge in 
the Thames river. 


“Rarf! Rarf! Rowl-I-I^ df 


echoed the message as 


the barge puffed along SS 


1ts way. 
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Far down the river the dogs heard the sad story. 
And at last it reached Colonel, an old sheep dog, who 
lived on a farm in the country with Sergeant Tibs, a 
cat, and Captain, a horse. 


“Fifteen Dalmatian puppies stolen from London by 
two humans" said Colonel. “Dreadful! I'll send the 
message on.” 

“Wait!” meowed the cat. “I saw two humans carry 
a basket of Dalmatian pups into the deserted De Vil 


—— r 2 m ” 
estate only two nights ago. 


Colonel leaped to his feet. ^Tibs" he ordered, “try 
to get those pups out of there, while I send the message 
that they’ve been found. With luck, their parents will 
soon be here.” 

“Yes, sir,” meowed Sergeant Tibs, and he bounded 


off through the darkness. 


Shivering, just ag 


little bit, the brave 


he 
gasped as he looked 


whiz!” 


around the cluttered 
room. For there be- 
fore him were not 
fifteen Dalmatian 
puppies but— 


ninety-nine! 

The two dognappers, Jasper and Horace, were busy 
eating and watching television. They didn’t see the cat 
behind them, or hear the puppies telling him their story. 
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“Most of us 
were bought in 
pet stores by Cru- 
ella,” whispered 
one of the pups, 
“but those fifteen 
huddled so close 
together—they 
were stolen.” 


Then another pup 
spoke up. And Sergeant 
Tibs shuddered as he 
learned that Cruella was 
not satisfied with her 
mink and ermine furs.... 

“She wants another 
coat—” the pup sniffed, 
“_one made from Dal- 
matian hides.” 


Tibs knew he must move fast. 

“Hurry!” he whispered. “You 
must go!” " 

The puppies began scurrying ld 
out the door. 

“If those two men look 
around," thought Tibs, 
*well be sunk!" 
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As he was coax- 
ing a sleepy puppy 
from behind Horace’s 
rocking chair, the 
chair suddenly rocked 
back. 

“Oooh!” breathed 
the cat. He pushed 
the last pup from the 
room. “My poor tail 
will never be the 
same again!” 


At that moment a 
car door slammed 
outside. Cruella De 
Vil entered the house. 

“W hat — where 
are the dogs?” she 
screamed. 

Jasper and Horace 
leaped from their 
chairs. 

“they re right 
here,” said Jasper, 
looking around. “Er— 
ah—they were here.” 

“Find them! Find 
them!” shrieked Cru- 
ella. 


The two men 
searched the rooms 


upstairs. 


They searched 
the rooms down- 
stairs. 


They even 
searched the stairs, 
between the up- 
stairs and the 
downstairs. 


All the while, Sergeant Tibs and the puppies were 


crowded under the dark staircase, waiting for help to 


arrive. 
“I hope somebody comes soon,” worried the cat, 


“before it’s too late.” 


Minutes later, 
however, the prob- 
ing flashlights 
found them. 

“Here they are, 
ma’am!” shouted 
Jasper. “Tve found 
them all!” 


Just then—crash! The front door was kicked in by | 
Captain, the horse. In bounded Pongo and Perdita, who d 
had been led to the house by Colonel, the old sheep dog. a 


“Mamma! Pa- | 
pa!” yipped fifteen y 
puppies in delight. j 

Pongo and Per- { 
dita leaped at the > 
dognappers. ; 

“Help!” cried 
Jasper and Horace. 
“Let go! Help!” 
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Cruella could 
not help them. 
In trying to escape 
she had fallen and 
was stuck between 
two posts of the 
staircase railing. 
“Get me out!” 


she screamed. 


Moments later Pongo and Perdita were leading ninety- 
nine Dalmatians through the cold, dark night across 
snow-covered fields. 


Early Christmas 
morning Roger and 
Anita rushed to the 
door when they heard 
a familiar bark. 

“Pongo! Perdita! 
You found the pup- 


pies!” they exclaimed. 


The fifteen pup- 
pies told their mother 
and father of Cruella’s 
plan. They also ex- 
plained that the other 
puppies were home- 
less. 

“Well take them 
with us,” said Pongo, 
“to live with Roger 
and Anita.” 
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And then one hundred and one hap 


rushed into the room. 


py Dalmatians 


“Where in the world did these others come from?” | 
laughed Anita as the puppies crowded about her. “And | 


where will we keep them all?” 


“Very simple, darling,” said Roger on the floor, as he 
struggled to keep his head above the sea of puppies. 
“We'll buy a place in the country and have a Dalmatian 
Plantation!” 


And that’s just what they did. 
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